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Saturday,  July  24  - 

This  morning  we  saw  Titian's  masterpiece.  The  Annunciation.  This  was 
principally  a  morning  of  churches.  Church  of  the  Frarl,  St.  Toma,  etc.  The  Bellini 

Madonna  _ in  St.  Toma  is  beautiful  beyond  description.  In  the  afternoon 

we  had  our  pictures  taken  in  front  of  St.  Marks  with  and  among  doves  galore.  We 
had  our  own  ideas  of  what  we  wanted  to  do  and  where  we  wanted  to  stand  but  it 
was  useless.  In  this  land  of  sunny  Italy,  Americans  are  not  supposed  to  possess 
ideas,  hopes  or  ambitions,  nothing  but  cold  cold  cash.  We  shopped  and  looked 
throughout  the  afternoon.  People  are  constantly  on  the  lookout  for  Americans .  One 
hardly  dare  give  expression  to  a  thought  no  matter  how  quietly  without  his  being 
overheard  by  "an  agent".  We  three  were  Just  entering  Piazza  San  Marco  and  one 
said  "I  wonder  where  Jesurune  (  sp  ?  )  Lace  Shop  is.  The  words  had  barely  escaped 
when  a  splendid  looking  chap  appeared,  hat  in  hand  -  "Madame,  I  will  show  you, 

I  am  Jesurum's  agent"  and  before  we  knew  it  we  were  following  this  human  mind 
reader.  We  didn't  want  to  be  personally  conducted  to  Jesurums  but  dodge  as  we 
might  go  backwards  or  forwards  ,  stop  or  proceed,  Jesurum's  lace  agent  was  always 
before  us . 

After  a  desperate  bargaining  deal  we  went  to  Filorlan's  and  Indulged  in 
an  ice,  a  raspberry  of  wondrous  coloring.  This  Filorlan's  is  the  place  where  one 
sits  on  the  side  walk  and  eats  and  drinks  to  his  hearts  content. 

Immediately  after  dinner  we  went  again  and  tried  an  orange  ice.  The 
dainty  little  cakes  served  with  it  are  so  unusual-  they  are  .  .  .  [  EPJ's  handwriting 
is  here  not  clear  ]  .  .  so  we  tried  a  'mixed'  ice  that  true  to  its  name  contained 
a  wondrous  novelty.  At  nine  o'clock  in  response  to  a  kind  invitation  from 
Mr.  Campbell  we  went  out  in  gondolas,  nearly  to  the  Lido.  Oh  the  perfection  of 
the  night  !  The  glory  of  the  moon,  the  joy  of  being  alone  and  floating  on  a 
Venetian  canal. 

We  entered  into  the  spirit  of  Italy  and  sang  -  sang  heartily  and  gave 

ourselves  up  to  the  beauties  of  the  night.  After  our _ we  ended  up 

at  Filorlan's  and  ashamed  as  I  was  to  look  an  ice  in  the  face,  I  did  justice  by 
my  fourth  for  that  evening. 


